gieally outside, day-dreaming of a little house where we
could live with our friends. ("Fourstories," she said, "one
for you, one for IJli, one, for me ami for iny office, and
one, divided in halves, for the two bachelors.")

She often went: into the fourth building, taking my
clothes to rite tailor, (ulf you must he stubborn and insist
on taking iny clothes down yourself, do at least wrap
them up in paper!**,., "I'm not ashamed to carry gentle-
men's' suits over my arm even without paper;'! wasn't
ashamed cither when John Gielgud or Gene Tierney
rode down with me in the elevator, and stared and stared
to sec a lady with a man's pants over her arm. Anyone
ffwc doesn't like it can look the other way,")

In the fifth building was the hairdresser, of whom:
she used to remark as we passed, "My hairdresser." (This
was not true; it was the hairdresser to whom she did not.
jjo, in order to save her haitvlressing money for the cocoa,
rice, ant! vitamin pills she kept secretly sending to her
sister's children.)

To enter the sixth building you went down some steps
into the basement: this was her pastry shop. When after-
noon guests appeared unexpectedly, she would vanish
unnoticed, I knew she was running over, and would be
back in a few minutes with a lot of pastry. ("The New
Yorkers wight to learn the nice Hungarian custom: at any
time of day you must offer your guest not only something
to drink, but something solid to eat.")

In the seventh building is a small restaurant, which used
to serve southern cooking, and is now Italian, (If I had
the patience to count up, even hastily, the amount of timewe never bought flir
